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“Snowball” is darkie, 
P.O. Joseph Heddon 


TOKER PETTY OFFICER 

JOSEPH HEDDON has a say ‘“‘ Dada,” and he says it often 

son who’s a fighter, like his father. and clearly—and indistriminately, 

At the age of ten months he has to either his grandfather or Uncle 
won all the battles he.has fought, Edward ! 


more than any other baby of his 
age—double pneumonia, operation 
for tummy trouble and, latest, 


His mother has taught him to 


There were slight signs of the 
“pet lip” developing when _ his 


photo was being taken for ‘“‘ Good 


whooping-cough, and come gut on Morning,” but the outlook was set 
top of the lot, plus the admiration fj, again as soon as his Mummy 
(and lots of petting) from the put a tasty plateful of cauliflower 


doctors and nurses who have helped j}efore him, 


to send him home from hospital, 
fighting fit and as tough as they 
make ’em, to his mother and all 
at 71 Norbury Grove, St. Anthony’s 
Estate, Newcastle-on-Tyne. 
Now Mrs. 
back home safe and well again 


she has only one worry—test 


young John Matthew should show 
a “ pet lip’ at his daddy when he 
comes on leave! For John has 
a bit of a temper, 
he’s inclined to set up a yell when 
people he doesn’t know by sight 
come along. And you can hardly 
expect him to recognise the father 
he last saw when he was only 
two days old ! 


Heddon has her son ¥.°" 


' 


Only tragedy of the ‘‘ Good 


Morning ”’ visit to Norbury Grove 
was that the potatoes burnt to the 
bottom of the best saucepan while 


ung John Matthew was being 
‘*‘ brushed up ”’ for his picture, but 


he didn’t mind, for he much prefers 
cauliflower to potato, and did his 


best to show all his eight teeth 


while he was'despatching his dinner 
she says, and at top speed. 


You will have to think of a 
new name for your boy now, 
Stoker Petty Officer Heddon. 
““Snowball”’ doesn’t fit any 
longer—he’s turning blonde from 
a darkie ! 


Home Town Gossip 


‘AT Arnage Sports, near Ellon, 
Aberdeenshire, high light 
was the £100 challenge tug-of- 
war match thtween Shotts Iron- 
workers and _  Donside. Of 
course, Donside won. 

Can you imagine hefty 
Aberdeenshire farmworkers 
and tree-fellers allowing a 
hundred quid to slip through 
their hands? 

Match was at .104_ stones 
(eight men), and Donside were 
five stones overweight. Shotts 
did things in style—red and 
white jerseys, and white pants. 
Donside just wore their work- 
ing clothes, but took off their 


jackets. : 
Won by two pulls to nil. 
Hyh. 
Beceeeee 
FISHY. 
WHOLE catch landed by an 
Aberdeen trawler, stated 


to be valued at £4,000, was 
condemned at the Fish Market 
as unfit for human consump- 
tion. A lot of grousing about 
it, too. A merchant was said 
to have been willing to offer 
control prices. The cateh had 
been on the way from Iceland 
for twenty-two’ days, 


TRIP UP. 
IN ancient wheeze was 
worked on a kind-hearted 
motorist in Cornwall recently. 

A man to whom he had 
given a lift in his car thanked 
him profusely and offered to 
send him a brace of pheasants. 

The motorist, a commercial 
traveller, gave the stranger 
his address, mentioning that 
he would not be home for 
two or three days. 

‘When he reached home, how- 
ever, he found no pheasants 
awaiting him, but his wife who 
said “J sent on the £5, dear. 
Did you get it all right? ” 


Moral: . Don’t give ~ your 
address. 
LAST SHOT. 

BRISTOL man, Gunner 


Herbert Jones, of Foxcroft 
Road, Whitehall, claims that he 
fired the last shot at the Japs 
after the \surrender had been 
announced. 

. Gunner Jones’ shot was 
actually fired after the official 
cease fire had been ordered, 
owing to a delay, but he 
doesn’t know whether or 
what damage was done. 


RYVETING body and _ soul 
together a bit longer by 
ramming down a _ powdered 
egg, I fell to brooding over the 
past joys of the platter, the 
Filets de Halibut aux Champig- 
nons Frais I’q_ scoffed, . the 
Poulets ‘du Mans Roti a la 
Broche I’d toyed with, and the 
Pommes Parisienne I'd practic- 
ally left a good home for! 
| tormented my — mental 
tum, persecuted my palate 
till my gastric juices rose in 

a body and wowled for red 

meat! 

Being a glutton for punish- 
ment, I even went one better, 
J decided to study from every 
angle what the British jaw 


had been champing through 
the years. After finally 
arriving at a binge given 


by George the Fourth, God 
help the next Jambon q’York I 
find wandering ! 

British tums are certainly 
getting a pasting these days, 
compared with, say, the tums 
of Boadicea’s boy-friends, when 
venison, cheese and wild fruit 
were always “on tap,” and the 
“local’" pushed the right stuff 
over the bar too. 

The. “four ale” of that 
period was a_ toper’s delight 
called “ mead,”’—made by fer- 


menting grain with honey. 
Two pints, and you and I 
would be out for the count! 


Three pints, and your nearest 
and dearest would be draped 


in black! 
King Aifred—the bloke 


who blistered the buns—next 


6\These Royal 
of the British Tum... 


Listed in admiration by JACK GREENALL 


smartened things up for the 

British tum, stoking it with 

cranes, curlews, herons, 

bitterns, seals, whales and 
porpoises. Indigestion gener- 
ally followed. Surprised? 

Enormous quantities of pork 
were also stowed away too, be- 
sides poultry, salmon, pil- 
chards, trout, crabs, lampreys, 
sturgeons, lobsters and sprats. 
What with the mead and the 
indigestion, the gentry must 
have staggered around 
stupor all day! 

Table manners were at a pre- 
mium, two or three coves 
snatching from the same plate, 
and may the best man win! 

Under King Stephen’s tuition 
the British tum slipped a cog. 
Horses and dogs were eaten, 
and even garbage! 

Tums of the fourteenth cen- 
tury had placed before them a 
niftier menu. One’s_ molars 
began to grind dinner between 
nine and ten in the morning; 
next orgy, supper, five-o’clock 
sharp. Tea? you’d hag it! 

Besides meats of all kinds, 
dried fruits, cinnamon, cloves, 
mace and saffron, sugar, al- 
monds, ginger, raisins, figs, 
dates and rice were on the 
fixture—olive oil served also to 
any greaser. 

Some smart-Alecks about 
this time were selling bad beer 
and adultered wine. Anyone 
caught “pulling a fast one” 
was forced to swig his own 
poison. 

in the 


What 
barrel nearly 


remained 
when he’d 


ee TD 


Your Letter said R.S.V.P. 


ONE again, this time for 
Leading Cook J. R. Ben- 
drey, of Shalimar, I must ex- 
plain just how short photo- 
graphic material is around 
these parts. 

Our supplies of paper are so 
limited that we are able to 
print only the number ° of 
photographs necessary for our 
own use in “'Good Morning.” 

After publication, these 
prints are sent on to the people 
concerned, and in the case of 


family stories they are for- 
wardeq to the submariner’s 
home. 


Your people at home thus 
gets the prints, and that is 
why we are unable to let you 
chaps have further copies for 
yourselves. 

And that is why, | am 
afraid you will have to do 
without the prints for which 
you ask, Cookie. We would 
like to help you if we could, 
but without the paper we 

__ can’t do much, can we? 

Thanks anyway for the com- 
ments on the paper; it is good 
to find someone who pulls no 
punches in letting us’ know 
just what he does think when 
he reads “Good Morning.” So 
the first thing you look for 
each morning is the popsie. on 
the back page is it? Well, 
well well who would have 
thought it? 

I’m glad too that the Shop 
Talk is on the credit side. 

A YA A 
y[THE same answer about the 


shortage of paper applies ~ 


to Telegraphist J, H. Brown, of 
Tantalus. Sorry we are un- 
able to provide further copies 


of your family’s picture. 
a Z VA 

I DON’T know whether any- 

one on Rover knows what 
happened to the pin up of 
Elaine Sheppard that was. sent 
out from this office along with 
one month’s batch of popsies, 
but if they look in the coxs- 


wain’s “caloosh,” they may 
see Miss Sheppard smiling at 
them from above the C.P.O.’s 
bunk. 

Sorry to give you away 
Cox’n, but | guess you can 
take it. ‘ 

Don’t rush us too much, but 
some time in the near future 
someone will be going along 
to Coventry to ‘call on Mrs. 
Phipps, and I don’t think it 
will be very long before you 
see her and Janice smiling at 
you from the pages of “ Good 
Morning.” 

a 4 Yr 4 
AN interesting letter came 
from P.O. H. J. Starr, .of 
Telemachus, but there is just 
one thing I should like to 
Coe Mr. Starr. 
ow | don’t say that I 
doubt you, but | was just a 
little surprised at your state- 
ment that “ Good Morning ” 
was almost as popular at “tot 
time.” Still, perhaps that 
word “almost” covers you. 

Thanks, anyway, for the sug- 
gestions and the kind words 
about the paper: I’m glad to 
hear it’s popular on board. 

I hope you are enjoying the 
current football tales and 
notes, and while on the subject 
of soccer, J must congratulate 
your team on their success. To 
have lost only one match in 
nearly two years is good going, 
especially when that team was 
a Shore Base side. 


: La tA Zz 
‘FNHERE was a touch of 
modesty. about the letter 
from A.B. Davies, of H.M. Sub- 
marine Tireless. I like his 
asking us to put his mother’s 
address at the bottom of our 
list, as he says he would get a 
great kick out-of seeing her 
photograph in the paper. I’m 
sure we, too, will get a great 
kick out of getting the picture 
as soon as possible. 

Thanks for your letter. It 
was short, but I liked it. 


in a’ 


--— 


choked, was poured over his 

napper! | know! | know! 

I’m sighing for the “ goode 

olde days, too.” 

Just to’ torture your tum, 
here is the contents of a Big- 
Shot’s pantry about this time, 
and may your conscience be 
your guide: the carcases_ of 
twenty oxen and fifteen pigs, 
eight thousand herrings, seven 
score of dograves (a sea fish), 
twenty pounds of almonds, 
three pounds of rice, six 
barrels of lard, two quarters of 
salt, and enough oatmeal to 
last till Easter ! 

Which particular Easter is not 
stated! Devil of a time this 
cove would had had on one 
“ book,” eh? 

The king pippin of the menu 
was a mixture calléq ‘“ mor- 
trewes.’ This was made from 
hens or pork ground to dust, 
mixed with bread-crumbs, 
yolks of eggs and pepper, then 
boiled with ginger, salt, sugar 
and saffron! Maybe somehow, 
they missed the odd socks and 
bits of flannel left lying about! 

The tums of the _ fifteenth 
Century got their hooks on the 
right stuff too. ‘One _ belted 
earl, breakfasting with his 
spouse, polished off a quart of 
ale, a quart of wine, and half 
a chine of. boiled beef or mut- 
ton. Dinner finding his tum 
clamouring for more, chicken, 
turkey or peacock put it back 
into a state of bliss, _ 

Now your eyes wil goggle! 
Chickens then were a _half- 
penny each, geese three” 
pence, and peacocks a bob. 
Henry the Highth, the human 

boa-constructor, was always at 
the top of his form when bat- 
ting at the table. A dinner he 
threw sets me howling for a 
hot plate. 

Here’s the menu. Reat it, 
you'll never be the same man 
again: twentyfour great beeves 
(animals like cows)), one hun- 
dred fat mutton, ninety-one 
pigs, carcase of one ox, twelve 
dozen swans and a variety of 
fish and fowl. 

In between courses, to pre- 
vent tums lagging, fruit, butter, 
eggs, cheese, spices and sweet- 
meats were dished out. Wine 
and sack went the round whole- 
sale. Too bad, Henry forgot 
the liqueurs and cigars! 

What with this binge and 
that blowout, however, 
Henry in time became a 
human gasometer. plessed 
if he could budge without 
reinforcements. To even get 
him between the sheets a 
special contraption had to be 
set in motion! 

Ann Boleyn did her tummy 
proud too, : 

At her Coronation tea-fight 
twenty-seven courses were 
served. Standing on her right 
was the Countess of Oxford. 
On her left, the Countess of 
Worcester. They held a cloth 


before Ann’s face in case she bo 


wished to spit! All I can say 
is, thank God for the cloth! 

During Henry’s reign new 
fruit and vegetables came over 
to tickle the Tudor tum. A 
grade A cabbage and beans 
arrived, cucumber turned up. 
As usual hiccoughs followed ! 

More new lines went down 
the British gullet when Queen 
Bess parked herself on the 
throne. Tea, spuds and apri- 
cots made their debut, and 
forks were handed round— 
voted N.B.G. at first. No won- 
der—miore washing a 

Bess breakfasted in bed off 
beer and beef-steaks, Dinner 
gonged at 11 a.m., supper at 
six. . Men wore their hats 
during mastication; their 
suits as well, of course! 

Breakfast under Stuart man- 
agement consisted chiefly of 
oatcakes, cold meats, beer and 
wine. The dinner whistle blew 
between two and three in the 
afternoon. Vegetables were 
given the frozen mitt. 

Sam Pepys, the gossip, did 
his interior well. I read of 
him getting down to the feed- 
ing trough one evening in 


Stokers 


grand style: oysters, a hash of 
rabbits and lamb, a chine of 
beef, roast fowl, a tart (age 
not stated), fruit and cheese 
with buckets of good sack. 
Then so to bed [ suppose, if 
he could make it! 

Queen Anne—the very 
dead one—ate like a horse! 
The old girl would scoff a 
whole fowl at-a sitting! and 
be up all night after a surfeit 
of black-heart cherries and 
rich chocolate, She wouldn’t 


have heen on her own 
either. 
The pubs in Anne’s time 


weren't half having a_ field 
day. 12,400,000 barrels of beer 
were brewed in one year for 
an entire population of five 
millions. 

In 1714, 2,000,000 gallons of 
gin were distilled. Even the 
ministers of the Crown stag- 
gered around wearing a wet 
towel ! 

Charles, 11th Duke of Nor- 


“Tough luck, Fred! They'll 
never believe you!” 


folk, known as “ Jocky,” takes 
the gastronomic medal. 

While still a mere. strip- 
ling, Charles would drink his 
old man under the table! and 
that went for his old man’s 
cronies, too. ; 

He’d then set out fresh as 
paint to: make a night of it. 
Huge steaks would disappear 
into his tum in rapid. succes- 
sion, ough previous” to this 
he’d have had a short * work- 
out on a hefty dish of fish. 

It was said “his appetite 
literally grew by what it fed 
on”! 

But for the toughest tum on 
record, give me Theodore 
Reiking’s. Writing a book in 
1644, which got King Christian 
IV of Denmark’s gander up, 
Theodore was given the choice 
of eating his words or the 


ok. 
Rolling up his sleeves 
Theo tore the book to 
shreds, bunged the bits into 
es of soup and ate the 
ot! 
Missus ! the 
spam ! 


pass braised 


Our address still is: 


‘Good Morning,’” 
c/o Dept. of C.N.I., 
Admiralty, London, S:W.|. 


ee 


a 


2 igi GOOD MORNING 


No. 776 


A Hoodoo was on the ship 


s ULLO, what’s that?” snap- ‘‘ Anything else?” he asked, freely and without stint; and He moved away across the deck, 
ped Hird. “What're with suppressed rage. when he could find no more vile but Corralee went after him. 

you lot clearing off for? Don’t ‘‘ Yes, sir. De boom is swingin’ things to say, he bade them go. ‘‘ Look’here, Hird, what do you 
you know the pearl rush starts wild wit’ de hellum shifted. It They did not -wait for a second mean? What does it matter 
to-morrow ? ” nearly .knock some ob us over command. Their .gunny bags to you if I write to Glory Ren- 

“We know, sir, but we ain’t yesterday.” were already packed, but as they shaw? You had+ your chance 
comin’ on the Here-and-Now. ‘Oh, you’re beginning to think trooped into the boat Corralee there before I came to Papeete, 
Guess you can fill our places from the ship is out to drown us!” took a seat in the stern. and she turned you down. God 
shore gangs.” Hird laughed. ‘‘ What do you call knows how she could have done 

Hird’s cross eyes seemed to yourselves sailormen for? Can’t SSS anything else. .If I thought you 
start out of his head. He was stand clear of a swinging boom! were sober, I'd hit you! ” 


nominal skipper of the schooner, It’s Old Jaluit that’s been talking Part 2 of “Hit away ! There’s only 
but it was a thin sheet of paper his superstitious stuff. Ill settle old Jaluit aboard.” 

that divided his commanding him all right; leave it to me. Corralee thrilled and his arm 
powers from those of Corralee. If I see that he stops his dirge Ten Fathoms Deep stiffened, but he suddenly softened 


His face was purple as he about dead men, will that satisfy and held out his hand. 
scanned the gaping raw of you?” among the Pearlers “Come on, Hird; we've got 
coloured seamen. ** No, sir.” f enough work ahead to keep us busy 

*“What’s the idea?” he asked, Even Corralee’ saw the gravity of Papeete without quarrelling. It’s the 
as cold as a refrigerator. ‘“‘ What’s of the situation. The men had 4 booze tha: has got into your 
the idea?” become scared of the schooner. ——— head, so I take back what I said 

“The idea, sir, is jest that The incident of the albatross had ., But it was you that made the 
we don’t want to come aboard made it impossible for them to When they pushed off, he tried oo. clear off. If you'd only 
the schooner. An albatross has work any longer in her. to persuade them to alter their j.¢ the albatross alone! Shall we 


boarded us, and we guess you heard ; : stition, decision, but it -was too late, ,., = Si pit aa 
Re eaags eweeteen rom towed Ts might only be muperntion fey tattoo inuiod too muck £7 2, §R4 * sontoh oe of th 
Hird turned to Corralee and very real, and the whites who ~O™@ce Save Up arghing, and, Hird made on 
- ‘ : 3 2 ‘ chey le ) ar 0 m 
fixed him with a gaze that told handled the natives best were as they left him at the wharf, peer io 


. : F ; ask » of t iv take the hand that was held 
what he did not say. Then he those who paid attention to their a pes pet aes to deliver out to him. He shrugged his 


turned to the crew. scruples and gave no cause for He had written that when he Shoulders and turned away. 


- You believe that silly guff?” their fears to arise. shat ae finished his work on the schooner The swell on the water made the 
Yes, sir. ; That had been Hird’s failing he would come up and ask her schooner roll, and from the mast 
The reply was unanimous. The all along. He paid no attention to) marry him. there came a long, jerky, creaking 
leader spoke again. to other people’s beliefs, but Hird was on deck when he re- noise. The sound seemed to 
_“The albatross story don’t drove ahead with the violence turmed. Jaluit was in the bows, loosen Hird’s tongue. 
lie. We never knew a man that of the bully. and as Corralee climbed on deck ‘‘ They complained about the 
brought luck to a ship after he’d Perhaps he was incapable of Hird met him. boom !”’ he cried angrily. ‘“‘ What 
hooked a0) albatross, boss. seeing the natives’ point of view, ‘‘That’s three times, Corra- sort of seamen can’t step out of 
Bs That's silly, man— but few white men would have lee.”’ the way of a swinging boom?” 
Dat’s the law ob de South proken the rule of the seas and ‘‘ What’s three times?” “Most seamen could, Hird; 
Seas, boss, broke in another hooked an albatross. These birds ‘Three times you’ve dished me but it was the way you handled 
islander with passionate emphasis. have had free passage from every before the crew. Once when you the ship these last few days that 


* Dis schoonah be cussed now. kind of sailor for centuries. let the albatross go. Once when set the men’s nerves on edge. 
We don t sail. ’ It was just like Hird’s bull- you interferred to save old Jaluit Maybe you didn’t know you were 
Hird stood like a man calcu- headed nature to break the har- froma whaling.” doing it. You put the helm up 


lating his chances against the mony of custom. “Well, when was the third and you put it down without 
mob. His cross eyes shifted from (orralee was about to make an time?” Corralee asked, seeing reason, and every time the schooner 
the men to his partner constantly. appeal to the men when Hird Hird biting his red moustache. answered the helm the boom 


_ They waited while he took a broke out. He lashed them with “That letter. | saw you swung—” 
piece of tobacco from his pocket his tongue, saying every biting give it to one of the late crew. “Well, couldn’t they see?” 
and bit off a chunk. thing he could, insulting them That was the third time.” “Yes, they. could; but you 


were playing with the helm too the opening of the season for 
freely and without cause. The pearls were all short-handed. 

men got it into their heads that you A stranger in Papeete might 
were trying to catch them with have thought that there were 
the boom; and then the albatross plenty of seamen to be had. The 
came. That finished them. You small town was crowded, but the 
know their beliefs.’ crowd was the crews of the ships 

The creaking noise came from which had anchored inside the 
the foot of the mast once more. reef waiting to sail next morning 

it was the boom swinging for the pearl grounds. It is an 
gently from side to side, and annual crowd. 

rubbing the varnish where it Zvery kind of ship comes to 

fitted to the mast. It almost Papeete at the opening of the season 

seemed as if it was trying to ui Papeete. Private yachts, 
take part in the conversation. schooners from every island of the 

Hird looked at the boom fasten- Archipelago, tramps from New 
ing, then turned away. Perhaps Zealand and Australia, even Chinese 
he sensed what Corralee meant. junks gather for the rush. 

The natives believed that once Buyers from all the big cities 
an albatross has been landed on of the outside world are there; 
board there will be bad luck until and there is never a season when 
the man who landed it leaves the one man at least does not find it 
ship. his last. « 


ce , : 

8 d better get the ' 

Guess we'd better get the He may be a native diver who 
schooner ready,” said Hird. “Tl . - 


BE eee oh Solanveme toe drowned in the grounds. He 
ew ght; leave : ki oer : 

ae Bae: vou be back on board by 729 De 8: Cxip pany Bruck: onary by 

midi ht y Pi ee a sae pepe member of his crew. In the race 

hac ser eee gehen: aboard in for pearls every man has to look 

es os os after himself. 

Corralee did not argue with him, A poor grubber aoe the 
but he anticipated that there atolls may any moment bring a 
would be more than usual dif- Clear rose from the deep, and find 
ficulty in getting the men needed ; himself a rich man. The thought 


for the ships already waiting for (Continued on Page 3) 


6. Which of the following is 
an intruaer, and why? Cain, 
David, Jcshua, Timothy, Elijah, 
Noah. 


Answers to Quiz 
. in No. 775 


1. What do we generally call 1. Bight. 
the game of ‘Sans Egal” ? 2. Estonia. 
: pee a RMPODE AT tas 3. Steve Donoghue; Humor 
is Belgrade the capital ? tes : ; j z 

3. When was the Oxford and ey et ecu (1922), 
Cambridge Boat Race inaugu- *?PYTUS ‘iv2o). 
rated ? f : 4. Calais; Mary I. 

4. What wood-wind instru- 6. Hampshire, Wiiltshire, 
ments are normally used in a Somerset, Glamorgan. Carmar- 
full lorchestra? then, Pembroke. — 

5. Over what counties would 6. The digits in 64 do not add 
a crow fly (in a straight line) up-to 12; those in ail the 
from Southend to Hull? others dio. iz 


BEELZEBUB JONES 
Lilliburlero tC THE FIRST THING YOU THIS IS MOST 


pear famous signature tune of the B.B.C. HAVE TO DO IS GET IRREGULAR / 
Forces Programme, “Lilliburlero,’’ is prob- 
ably one of the oldest refrains in existence. 

Before it became popular with the B.B.C. and 
reached the ears of the Servicemen all over the 
world, it had achieved a spell of popularity as a 
song sung by the highwayman MacHeath in 
“The Beggar’s Opera,’’ written by Johp Gay in 
the eighteenth century and successfully revived 
in London in the nineteen-twenties. 

(But Gay “borrowed’ it from Lord Wharton, 
who had used it as a chorus for a rebel’s song 
in the previous century. 

It is said that the song and its refrain, 
“Lilliburlero bullen-a-la,’’ did more to turn S i ———, é STATE , 
James the Secend off the throne than any other Pe pe ae : | POLICE : 
factor in the great revolution of 1688. { Ss = M5 : a 
“Tt made an impression on the king’s army 

that cannot be imagined,’’ wrote a man of that 
age. “The whole army, and at last the people, ea 
both in city and country, were singing it per- Ki FATHER!- WHERE 1 PI WAS GOING TO SELL MY 
pdtually ... never had so light a thing so great ARE YOU GOING? 

an effect.’’ . 

And, indeed, it was known as the song that 
sent King James packing. 

Yet Wharton got it from Irish Papists, who 
seem to have used it as a war-cry or pass~ 
word during their massacre of Protestants in 
1641. 

Goodness knows from whose hand (or mouth) 
the Irish had it, or what were its adventures for 
centuries before; but it is claimed by the learned 
that the full words—‘“Lero, lero, lilli-burlero, 
lilli-burlero, bullenala,’ were a corruption of 
part of a ritual performed by the Druids, those 
long-bearded, but exceedingly powerful, priests 
of prehistoric days. re 

According to them, the Druid original was 
“Ti, li, beur, Lear-a, Buille na la,’’ which is 
translated as meaning “Light on the sea: ’Tis the 


stroke of the day.’’ 

erhaps this had something to do with the| POPEYE 
adoption by the B.B.C. of that rousing tune to 
introduce the serving man’s programme. 


D.N.K.B. ZA THE GAS 1S THROW HIM 


ites 


ZZ} |WAVIN 


TORGO, THE 
TORTURER f 


Heard This Before ? | 


A motorist who was notorious for speeding 
was called to the telephone. 

“Tell me,’’ said a feminine voice over the 
line, ‘‘ are you going down the High Street this 
morning in your car?” ‘ 

“No,” replied the astonished motorist, “but 
why do you ask?” i : 

“Oh, that’s all right!’’ came in relieved 
tones. “I only wanted to know if it would be 
safe to send my little girl to the draper’s for 
a reel of cotton.’ | 


ZZ 


0 34 4 HEH -HEH-| ME WITSKERS ALWAYS 
ZH, : I age WAVES WHEN !'M_ IN 

a8 ; AZ \DANGER AND THEY AIN' 
‘ Now! You CAN'T 
BE SO TouGH ! se 


OK. FATTY! ILL SHALL | BURN ALL 
TEAR THEM OFF THEIR CLOTHES, 


fs. 


OH. FATHER, THIS HAS 

BEEN A TERRIBLE LESSON 

TO ME!-CAN YOU EVER 
FORGIVE ? 


[ WHEN YOU SAY THAT-SMILE ! 
V1 YAM SMILIN', 


ia 
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No. 776 


No. 


Wangling Words 7: 


1. Behead a port and get a 
brief spell of cricket. 

2. Insert the same letter 7 
|times and make _ sense of: 
/ryhiingheopwihamalle. _ 

3. What three rivers in Eng- 
land can be, written in capital 


letters consisting entirely of 
straight lines? E 

4.The two missing words 
contain the same letters in 
different order: She had a 
pretty —— in her cheek, but 
she —— a bit on her weak 
ankle. 


Answers to Wangling 
Words—No. 713 


1. Z-one. 

2. Every office needs to 
ventilated. : 

3. LINEN. 

4. Devil, lived. 


be 


A Hocdoo was on the ship 


From the bows came a cough. asked Corralec. 
Hird raised. his head. 
old Jaluit watching him. 
He laid down the hatchet and ¢> him, I guess! 

began to stroll along the poop petter 


(Continued from Page 2) 


and of little consequence. 

Hird did not do his share of the 
work on board the schooner that 
afternoon. He kept walking to 
and fro on the poop, his hands 
behind his back, his brows puckered 
and his lips muttering. 

In his pocket was a bottle of 


kava, but he seldom drank. 
Possibly he had already taken 
more than his usual amount. 


As he paced about the poop 
he watched Corralee tidying up, 
mending the mainsail and prepar- 
ing for the pearl harvest. The two 
men did not speak. 

Once when Hird paused by the 
rail his eye fell on the hatchet 
which was in the cleats. He lifted 
it and ran his thumb along the 


latter lifted the hatches, glancing 
of pearls makes human life cheap at his partner. 


GOOD MORNING 


feature ad 
¢ QUIET PLEASE 


once more. 


blind. 


night 


ground—”’ 


Evening came quickly and dark- 
ness fell like the pulling down of a pows, 
The lights of the town 
twinkled, and from the shore came dark,” 
the perfume of vanilla and the forrard 
flowers. 
lighting the poop lantern when 
Hird appeared at his side. 
*“ Goin’ ashore?” he asked sul- 
lenly, with face averted. 

“Yes, after.a bit of supper. 


Corralee 


‘*“Come on without supper. You He ain’t ashore, anyway. 


boat, and the man that’s first 
back brings it out. If you are 
late you can get a native canoe.” 

“What about old Jaluit?” 
“Leaving him 


He saw here?” 


“Sure. The town don’t appeal 
Come on, we 
tell him we're # going. 
Jaluit, are you there?” 

‘There was no answer from the 


** He 


was there before it got 


growled Hird. “Run 
and see if he’s in the 
WAS fo’e’sle while I lock the cabin.” 


Corralee went forward. There 
was no sign of the old diver. 
He was not in the bows, nor 
in the forecastie, nor the waist. 


I’ve promised Glory. We'll have « Jaluit isn’t here, Hird!” 
our bungalow fixed up by the time called Corralee. 
we «get back from the pearl ‘All right, never mind him. 


He’s skulkin’ somewhere, I’ll bet. 
Come 


3 


and was hitching the painter to a 
stanchion. 

“You needn’t. worry about that 
old sinner, Corralee,’ “he said 
gruffly. ‘‘ He never goes ashore. 
He’s not got any friends in Papeete. 
He’s coiled up asleep somewhere. 
Slide down and take the oars.” 

Corralee slid down the rope. 
As he landed in the boat he noticed 
the hatchet placed on the locker 
in the stern sheets. 

Hird came down the rope, and 
Corralee cast off, pushing away 
from the schooner with his oar. 

“What's that, Hird? Looks 
like a big fish coming towards us, 
doesn’t it?” 

About twenty yards from the 
boat a black object moved along 
the surface of the water. It may 
have been a fish, but Hird did not 
look at it. 


His right hand went to the 
locker in a flash. The hatchet came 


edge. " and we'll five in the|°2" set something to eat in on.” pie) and he struck—struck at 
Corralee was stitching at the cutest ; 1 it tl e irefabricated Papeete, surely. I’ve got to get Corralee came aft, and saw that Corralee’s head. 
J A nN ff mainsail, his back io Hird. The AGES ? the crew. We can take the long Hird had already lowered the boat (To be continued). 


A KENNEL!— es 
| MIGHT HAVE if 


PLACE To LIVE, FRITZ!— 


Spotlight 


LET'S SEE IF YOU CAN!—- KNOWN | HADN'T WG 
LEAD ON, SAGACIOUS INSTINCT IS A GOT A DOG'S CHANCE SSSS8My) ]DICKENS seems to have made the movie 
HOUND —!'LL FOLLOW... WONDERFUL OF FINDING A (=F grade all in a rush. Companies are almost 


falling over themselves in what might become 
quite a scramble to get the rights to use his 
stories for filming. _ 

“The Old Curiosity Shop’’ is being made in, 
America and now, after months of extensive 
research, “Great Expectations’ is in produc- 
tion in Britain. 

John Mills and Valerie Hobson will play Pip 
and Estella, but there was still a vacancy for a 
boy to play young Pip. Following an appeal by 
John Mills in cinemas all over Britain which 
he made by means of a special film “short,’’ 
several hundred applications were received 
from boys or their parents all over the British 


Isles. 

A VERY sensible decision has been made in 
Hollywood: The powers that be have 

decided to shelve almost every war story they < 

have made and not let them re-appear for a 

couple of decades. 

The regained world peace and all the prob- 
lems it has brought with it are going to be the 
main themes, involving such things as economic 
conditions, domestic problems, marital infi- 
delity, and re-habilitation of ex-Servicemen. 


Cathryn Rose 


* * * * 


[GLADYS!'-/'VE HAD ENOUGH 


VY AND WY AUNTIE 
/M WASHED UP!-I' DONE 


SAYS CAN MY 
COUSIN COME 
HERE TOO? 


9-30 - ANOTHER AT 10-15 
ONE AT // AND ONE AT 
: M-30/ 


CROSS- 
WORD 
CORNER 


MO }x 


ADO} VM =\mjz 


GARTH 


ay i SSS - i = ORG 
: i a oe AINS , lam 
GARTH IS OVERPOWERED «ss DRAGGED OFF TO i BOSS i... AND, LOADED WITH CHAINS, | 4 
’ oe 1S FLUNG INTO A CELL LIKE A 
BY THE TROOPS... ff NEWGATE JAIL +++ Film 1 COMMON FELON / ++ 
\ ". — > ha 


THERE IT BE, SQUOIRE!—- 
TOTHER SIDE O' MERE - 


WOT ABOUT A CONBLAST AND 


j DANG ME-THE DANDIE 
DROP O' FusT-AID? \ CURSE YOU FOR re 


DROP O' DOPE O} TASTED 


BO! GUM, IFO! BAIN) A CHEESE-CRUSTED| |SINCE THE DOOK STOOD , MELLIFLUOUS Kear o-Sen 0 een: ae 
IM | FER MUCH-CACKLIN' MAMMAL !!—~ Murmurs. 13 River. 15 Priend- 

LECTIONS ! — liness. 17 Unconcealed. 18 

Almost. 20 Shuck, 22 Pish. 23 

Quite. 25 Pieces of paper. 927 


Taut. 29 Quick. 31 Join up. 33 
Mower. 354 Uplift. 35 Love a 
lot. 56 Beard. 357 Following. 


‘ 
e/ CLUES DOWN.—2. Mineral 
of salt. 3 Jog memory. 4 Liking. 
a? 5 Snare. 6 Dinner juice, 7 
% Fixed residence. 8 Garment. ‘111 
A Risk, (12 Clasp. 14 Gripping 


device, 16 Sailing ships. 19 
Eggs. 2/11 Reckoned. 25 Earnest- 
ly want. 24 Woman, 25 County. 
26 Claw. 27 Name. 28 Happy 
30 Holly. 32 Scottish river. 


ACCENT ON THE UP-BEAT. 


Blonde rhythm, baton rhythm and beauty, all in one 
fluffy package. Inside the stripes and ostrich feathers 
is star-to-be Anne Jeffreys, working on a musical inter- 

lude for the harmonious comedy, ‘‘ Step Lively.’’ 


pa alee 

WIDE-OPEN DREAMER. 

You know him! It’s old What’s-his-name, having a 

rip-snoring time in the park, and taking a big chance 

with the pigeons. They may drop in and wake him 

up with a naughty word—and what else?—on his 
lips. Let’s hope it doesn’t happen. 


AWAY FROM. IT ALL. 


Does it matter where it is? We could 
tell you, but think of it as just a few 
beautiful acres of Britain. The lone 


clump of trees, casting the-only shadow 

on the broad landscape, stands as a 

green-clad memory to one of our ances- 

tors, who dropped a handful of seeds 
many years ago. 


fe TURN BACK THE CLOCK! * 


“Catch me if you can,’’ says 

vivacious Susannah Foster, the girl 
with the golden voice and girl- | 
orious features. The picture she 
was making dates back to the | 
‘*eighties,’”? on ’Frisco’s Barbary 
Coast, and this bustle-view close-up 

makes us think we were born in 
the wrong century ! - 4 
POPP BBB Soe 


STYLE IN SILK. 
Tip-toe charm, caught 
in a perfect poise as 
Gainsborough’s flame, 
Phyllis Calvert, presents 
a lovely lensful. Flame 
is the word, and the 
moths have gone for it, 
settling on the ring- 
fingers and a shapely 


thigh. Any more 
moths? No, not you, 
Fazackerly. 
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